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Toward the end of May the Dostoevskys left Geneva
where everything reminded them of little Sonia and crossed
the lake to settle at Vevey. But even at Vevey they were in-
consolable. Their existence seemed useless. UA11 our thoughts,
all our words, turned around Sonia and the happy days spent
by her cradle when she brightened our life," wrote Anna
Grigorievna.
"I will never forget her and never cease to suffer," wrote
Feodor Mikhailovich. "Even if I have another child, I do
not know how I can love it. Where will I find the love? I
need Sonia. I cannot admit that she is no longer and that I
will never see her again."
At night Anna Grigorievna had fearful dreams and
sobbed. Her mother, who had come from St. Petersburg,
tried in vain to comfort her. Vevey was a dull little town.
The beautiful lake, blue and transparent, like vapor, the
milky white mountains against the radiant sky, all this serene
beauty in the end only nauseated Feodor Mikhailovich. He
fell ill, and so did Anna. He felt that he would only recover
when he had completed his novel. "I detest my novel to the
point of disgust. By a great effort I have forced myself to
work, but without result. If I retrieve my novel, I will re-
trieve myself. If not, I am lost."
In the meantime the police of St. Petersburg intercepted
his letters and kept close watch over him. The Russian priest
of Geneva was a secret agent. One day Feodor Mikhailovich
was informed by an anonymous letter that he would be
searched when crossing the Russian border. At about the
same time he received a proscribed pamphlet, The Secrets of
the Czar's Palace^ in which he and his first wife were repre-
sented as exiled revolutionary heroes. The author also al-